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DACHI KINNOSUKE, the
A writer of “As Was Spoken by
the Gods,” is a samuraz of the
samurai. He is the only Japanese
of noble blood who ever went info
voluntary exile in order that he
might win for himself and for Ja-
pan a, place in the literature of «
foreign land. Only son of one of the
warrior nobles who relinquished
sword and lands at the command of
his sovereign when that miracle of
tory known as “The Disarming of
the Samurai” attracted the attention
of the whole world to the Island
Kingdom, he was reared on tradi-
tions of the ancient glory of -his
race. To preserve that glory in the
literature of the western world be-
came the dream of his youth as it ts
the achievement of his manhood.

Educated to the highest degree in
his own country, he took a posi-
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By ADACHI KINNOSUKE.
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famous for its piety—f{rom the time of
the gods, the village saying had it, the
family had been the servant of the
guardian deity of the fishermen's vil-
lage.

Grandma lkeda was drifting down
life's “slope on the other side of sev-
enty-three. At the time of the Chino-
Nippon war her son was on the Hihei
in the thick of the historic battle of the
Yalu.. And her son never came back to
her from the silence of the Yellow Sea.
That was her only boy.

Ikeda Taro, her grandson, and the
me boy whom her son had left with
her, was no¢ quite fourteen. Like his
father before him, he was placed in
a naval academy as he came to age.
Two years before, however, he finished
his course at .the school and went back
to his grandmother.

She was so feeble that without his
constant help it was vecy difficult for
her to manage to provide for even the
simples’ needs of life. So the grandson
stayved with his feeble grandmother, and
many a Spring day the villdgers of
Sakamoto were treated to as beautiful
a sight as human eye is permitted to
enjoy. On the strong arm of her grand-
child, well-knit, hardy and erect from
military training, the boy presented a
brave picture with his grandmother
clinging to him like the fading tendril
of a merning glory.

HEN came the closing days ©Of

the thirty-sixth year of the en-

lightened age of Meiji, 1903. With
the baby days of the year of grace 1904
was born within the hearts of the men
of Nippon a determination to fight for
the honor of the sun-round flag, and
also for the very life of the land of the
gods.
The reserves were called out. Ikeda
Taro simply brought out a tray and
placed upon it a couple of tiny cups
filled with clear cold water. He laid it
before his grandmother. Facing her
across the tray, he sat down, and bow-
ing to the matted floor before her he
said: “August grandmother, you have
heard the call of the country. I z2in
a child of the man who gave his life
for the flag. I am going. Before ¥
start honor me with the exchange of t.ie
cups of eold water, aeccording to the
old custom of samural departing to
war—to the war of defending the very
life of my country and the Emperor.”

The old lady gave her grandson a
beautiful smile—yes, she knew all about
it; she was quite ready. All she wanted
was that her little boy would not forget
whose son he was; what ancient hlocd
it was that warmed his young veins.
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HE Nippon Government was suf-
fering from the embarrassment
of riches. Such a number of

able and competent men offered them-
selves both for the army and the navy
—but especially for the navy—that there
was no possibility of accepting anything
like a goodly percentage of the am-
bitious young applicants. It rejected
Ikeda Taro on the ground of being
the sole support of his aged grand-
mother. A number of officers whose
duty it was to examine and select the
best fittei and qualified for the service
were the old friends of his father. They
knew him very well; they knew how
well qualified he was to claim ghe ser-
vice. They took pains to explain to
him, therefore, that it was not because
he was lacking in ability or training
that they were rejecting him, but solely
on the ground of his being the only sup-
port of the decliring years of his aged
grandmother.

“Do you not see,’' they said tq him,
pointing out an overwhelming number
of applicants, ‘“‘there are a number of
good f:illows to answer for the luster
of the sun-round flag on sea; and is not
filial piety the foundation of all wvir-
tues?”

He went to his Sanuki home, beside
the dimplings of the Inlana Sea, not
over hapyy—no; nevertheless quite con-
soled—*“dear, precious grandmother!
What could she do without me?’ And
at home under the ancient thatched
roof, he told his grandmother the story
of his rejection. The old lady said
nething. She heard the story of her
grandchild with a drooping head.

“Yes,”” she said at last, as if she were
sighing, ‘““Yes, that is very good. I
would have missed you, oh, so much!
My child, you have made me so very,
very happy in my fading days.”
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HE next morning—which had all
the quiet and uneventful appear-
ance of any other day in his iife—

he awoke rather early, made fire, and
while the rice was steaming he went
into the courty:rd of the shrine of the
guardian deity of the village.

After sweeping the court he went back
to the cottage. When the breakfast was
upon the tray he took it to the room of
his grandmother. He called her and, al-
most at the same time, as was hig wont,
he gently pulled opan the shoji.

The sight before him made him pause.
There was no sign of a bed. In the mid-
dle of the room, to be sure, there was
his grandmother, in a strange posture,
which looked as if she were maki X
profound bow to some one. Her
head was upon the mat.

Ikeda Taro approached her. Then he
saw the naked blade of a dagger which
the women of the Samurai class used to
carry in the braver days of Nippon.
And upon the blade Taro saw a stain
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